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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Very slight dubcon in this one. 


He was wearing those pants. 
Not the pants he had picked out to wear for tonight's show. Those were regular blue denim. 


He was wearing those pants. The ones he swore to Richie he would never wear during a show. Because after he 
bought them, Richie was the first person he'd shown them to. They hadn't had time to discuss the matter 
then, but Richie made Jon swear he'd never wear the pants in public, at least not when they were together, 
because they had the ability to drive a person crazy. It was a good call, too, because Richie had spent the rest 
of that day and most of the night having some of the lewdest daydreams of his life. 


The Pants were black leather, not tremendously unlike others Jon wore. But they had these strips of black 
spandex down the outer seams that allowed them to move with the man's body in a way that nothing short of 
body paint could mimic. And they were the thinnest, most supple leather Richie had ever seen, so they hugged 


every single curve of the singer's body. Every curve, everywhere. 
And he was wearing them tonight. On stage. In front of thousands of people. The bastard. 


Richie lengthened his guitar strap a few inches to make sure his instrument hung low enough at all times to 
hide what Jon was doing to him. Jon never had that problem because his head was so far up the audience's 
ass, trying to be the best frontman in the business, taking charisma to new and unbelievable levels. It wasn't 
until after the shows, usually at some point during the car ride back to the hotel, when the adrenaline of the 
show was still coursing through him but there was no outlet for the energy, that Jon finally popped a boner. 
Used to be, there were after-parties and groupies to take care of that, but now that the boys were a little 
older, a little more wrapped up in the reality of being rock stars instead of the fantasies, the after-parties 
were for the roadies, and the groupies were something the band joked about rather than lusted after. Up until 
a month ago, Richie had pretended he didn't notice Jon's arousal following the shows. 


It wasn't a surprise, really, considering their shows, even after all this time, were so sexually charged it made 
women from lb to 60 swoon in the aisles. Most shows Jon made a point of shaking his ass and generally being 
as sexy as possible for the benefit of these women. They never disappointed, either; every move Jon made 
elicited screams from the horny gals who packed the seats. Every time he turned around, every time he 
narrowed his eyes or licked his lips or bent down, the women screamed their heads off. Sometimes, when Jon 
was feeling particularly bad, he'd strip his jacket off slowly, or dance in that way he did where his body 
seemed to ripple slowly with the music. It never failed to please the women And it had been driving Richie 


batshit for years. 


It had only been a month since they'd admitted their feelings for each other and, being on tour, they hadn't 
gotten too much private time to explore the subject. In fact, it had been a full week since they'd gotten any 
alone time at all, and even then they'd only been able to manage a frantic mutual handjob in that tiny window 
of time. And they hadn't been entirely in private either, only having managed to duck around a deserted corner 
in a lesser-frequented dressing room. They'd almost gotten caught twice, and Richie had had to actually put 
his hand over Jon's mouth to keep him quiet enough to get through it unnoticed. 


Jon could be loud sometimes. 


He was being loud now, as a matter of fact, calling out to the audience to sing along, hopping up and down, 


clapping his hands over his head. After all these years, he was still an energetic little fireball. 

And he was wearing those pants. 

And not only was he wearing the pants, he was wearing the tight black t-shirt with the silver scrawling that 
he knew damn well was Richie's favorite. Twice, during the song "Lay Your Hands on Me", he'd turned and given 


Richie the crooked half-smile, his sweaty hair hanging in his eyes. And during Richie's solo, he'd danced so close 


to him that Richie could feel the heat off his body. 


He thought he had the upper hand. And he did, at that very moment, but that would change. He'd be learning a 


lesson soon. Richie was going to make sure of it. 


Ironically, Jon had picked out the hotel. He always did, since he was in charge of that stuff, and since he had 
the organizational skills to keep track of which hotels were the most accommodating for their particular needs. 
Not that they were divas and demanded fresh lilies and Swedish botHled-water; but what they did prefer, if 
the hotel could swing it, was to have a floor to themselves to limit the possibility of fans slipping through 


unnoticed and creating security risks or groupies bothering them when all they wanted to do was relax. 


This particular hotel was one of the ones that always made sure they had their own floor. The hotel was, of 
course, compensated for the empty rooms, and the staff was more than happy to make sure the band's needs 
were met. This worked especially well when business was a little slower, as most of the hotels would make 
sure it was the top floor the band occupied. Things could get pretty fancy in those penthouse suites, but 
Richie couldn't have cared less about that sort of thing. What he liked was the acoustical privacy of the 
penthouses. Those rooms were designed with a certain clientéle in mind, namely, musicians (who could out-noisy 
anyone else in the world), and wealthy businesspeople who desired the what-happens-here-stays-here 


seclusion of soundproof walls and floors. 
Soundproof walls and floors would come in handy tonight. Jon could be really loud sometimes. 


Depraved thought after depraved thought chased themselves through Richie's head while they were being 
whisked off the stage and loaded into the waiting cars. Jon was smiling and laughing and being his usual 
adrenaline-soaked self, pretending like nothing more than a plain old show had just gone down. Richie was sure 
this was just part of the game. Even when Jon was as jumped-up as he was then, he still had a long and 
serious memory. He never did anything casually, no matter how casual or flippant he seemed. The only 
exception was when he was drunk, and that happened less and less often these days; every time he got drunk 
enough to let go, he would spend the next day interviewing the rest of them to try to piece together the night 
before, just to make sure he hadn't done anything too stupid or too embarrassing. That was just Jon. He had 


an image to protect. 
Richie had an image, too. A mental one of Jon's wrists tied to the headboard. 
He shook the thought from his head. He wasn't sure that's where he wanted this to go. 


Each of them had separate suites at the hotel. Richie and Jon always wanted to stay in the same room but, 
as yet, they hadn't broken the news of their relationship to the other members of the band. They had 
discussed it many times, but they both agreed that it was too much of a bombshell to drop while on tour. 
They didn't know how the boys would take it, and they didn't want to find out while they were on the road and 
stress was high anyway. Jon and Richie's close relationship occasionally caused a little jealousy and accusations 
of favoritism even during the best of times, and it was something Jon was careful to manage. The news that 


they were also sleeping together could be positively incendiary if thrown into the pressure cooker of a tour. 


So as they were saying their good nights to each other, getting ready to retire to their various quarters, 
Richie said to Jon, "Could | have a word with you?" 


"Yeah, sure" Jon said, casually as you please. He waved a good night at the others, and they all scattered, 
assuming nothing more was going on than that Richie wanted a word, like he said. Richie opened the door to his 
suite, motioning Jon through first, then followed him in Before Jon could turn to face him, Richie draped an 


arm across his shoulders and leaned in close to his ear. "You wore the fucking pants." 
"You like that, did you?" Jon asked, grinning. 


Richie chuckled airily, leading Jon across the room by the shoulders. "Yeah." he said, then pushed Jon face 
first down onto the bed. 


"What the--" Jon grunted, struggling for freedom, but Richie laid on top of him until he stopped moving. 
"| did like it, you knew | would," Richie said. "Do you know what that was like for me out there?" 
| have an idea," Jon said, pushing his ass up against Richie's hard-on. 


A split-second mental image of himself shoving his forearm into the back of Jon's neck flashed through 
Richie's mind, but he ignored it. As much as Jon's insolence pissed him off, he didn't want to lose control 
enough to make this about physically overpowering the man (although those thoughts were prominent among 
the depraved ones that had teased him during the car ride back to the hotel). He didn't want to prove physical 
dominance. He wanted to break that cocky, self-assured attitude right in half. Even if it was just for one night. 


Richie pushed himself off of Jon and sat down next to him. Jon rolled over on his back, putting his hands 
behind his head. He was still smiling, and the pants did nothing to disguise the fact that he was aroused. 


"No, you don't have an idea," Richie said. "But you will” 
Jon raised his eyebrows. "Oh yeah? How's that work?" 


Richie leaned down and kissed him hard on the mouth, probing with his tongue, and Jon followed suit, grasping 
him around the shoulders like a drowning man. When Richie broke away to plant a chain of kisses down Jon's 
neck, Jon whispered, "You think this is a good idea? Here? Now?" 


"Oh, | think it's an excellent idea," Richie said, his hand snaking its way up under Jon's shirt, sliding over skin 
that was still warm and slightly damp with sweat. He swept his fingertips over the other man's already- 
hardened nipples so lightly it barely counted as actual touching. Jon arched his back to press himself harder 
into Richie's touch, but Richie drew away just enough to keep the contact faint. A little thrill of pleasure 
passed through him when Jon bit his lip with what was unmistakably frustration. This was going to be so easy. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
Very slight dubcon in this one. 


"But we agreed that we shouldn't really--" Jon's voice broke off when Richie gave one of the nipples a tiny 


squeeze, then resumed his ghost-touching. 
"You broke that agreement tonight." 


"I was just having fun, you know that," Jon said, and Richie knew by the slight pleading note in the comment 


that Jon was catching onto what was happening. 

"I do know that, actually. You were having fun at my expense." 

"No, come on, its not like that." 

Richie pushed Jon's shirt all the way up, and put his lips to his breastbone. "So, let's see," he said, in between 
slow, soft kisses that always seemed to miss the nipples, "I spent roughly two hours in complete agony-- 
mental and physical, mind you-- so | think you should get at least the same, don't you think?" 


"You can't be serious." 


"l'm serious," Richie said, his mouth grazing lower, down over Jon's stomach. "But | still think I'm getting a raw 


deal here, since my two hours occurred in front of 60,000 people." 


"This is crazy," Jon said, his words sounding much more certain than his voice. "How are you going to stop me 


from just leaving?" 


Richie pressed his lips against the leather-clad bulge between Jon's legs and fought a huge smile when he 
heard Jon suck in a sharp breath and mutter, "Fuck--" 


"You won't leave. You know why?" 
"Why?" Jon asked, trying to sound impudent. 
"Because | can hold a grudge, too, if | choose, and you don't want that." 


"So you're going to make my life miserable, is that what you're saying?" 


Richie slid his hand over Jon's hardness with the same barely-there touch he used on his nipples. "That, and 
the fact that you just plain won't want to leave." 


"Why? Because | just can't help myself? Because | want you that bad?" 
"Mm. See how arrogant it sounds when the roles are reversed?" 


"Fuck you, Sambora. You can't keep this up for two hours. We're only here now because | drove you crazy, you 
think you're gonna hold out for two hours?" 


Richie unbuckled his own belt, and he thought he could see, in his peripheral vision, Jon looking self-satisfied, 
like he had just been proven right. The smugness faded when Richie didn't unfasten his pants, but rather pulled 
the belt all the way out and doubled it up, saying, "So that's how you wanna start, huh? With the rough 
stuff?" 


"What exactly is it that you want from me?" Jon challenged, his eyes unable to move away from Richie's 


hands yanking at the ends of the folded belt, snapping the layers of thick leather against one another. 

"I want to hear you beg for mercy. The way | couldn't when we were on stage." 

"And if | don't?" 

"Then we go the full two hours and call it even. But believe me, you won't make it that long." 

Jon scoffed. "Bring it on, motherfucker. | think you've forgotten who you're dealing with." 

"Get on your knees then" 

"Why? You gonna make me blow you?" 

Richie smiled and shook his head. "You still think you're in charge, don't you?" 

"Isn't that the way you like it?" 

Richie grabbed Jon by the upper arm and flipped him over. "I said, get on your knees," he growled in the other 
man's ear. Jon clambered up onto his hands and knees but Richie put his palm between his shoulder blades and 
shoved his upper body down. Jon turned his face to the side as Richie pushed his head and shoulders down into 
the bed. 

"That's a good look for you," Richie said, surveying his work. Jon was breathing hard, probably half in anger and 
half in excitement, his ass up in the air, knees spread, his hands curled into the bedding. His t-shirt was stil 


partially pushed up, and there were goosebumps covering his sides and lower back. It almost made Richie want 


to call the whole thing off and just make passionate love to the man for hours and hours. 


Almost. 


He drew back and whacked Jon across the ass with the belt. Jon yelped in surprise, jumping so hard he almost 


left the bed. 
"That is the way | like it," Richie said, dragging the edge of the belt along Jon's spine, lifting a fresh covering of 
goosebumps. He knew the strike had hurt, but not too badly, and wouldn't cause any actual damage; one more 


thing leather pants were good for. 


"Fuck you," Jon said again, and Richie gave him another lash. Jon didn't jump as far this time, and he didn't cry 
out. 


"Quiet this time? Is this the way you like it, then?" 
"Asshole." 


Richie reached up between Jon's legs and rubbed the hardness there. "I'll take that as a 'yes'" He could feel 
Jon push instinctively against his touch, so he withdrew his hand. 


"Goddammit," Jon muttered under his breath, seemingly before he could stop himself. 
"Take off your shirt and lie on your back," Richie said, restraining a grin 
Sitting up and pulling his shirt off over his head, Jon said, "You're not gonna win this." 


"You know, the more trash you talk, the more humiliating it's gonna be when you beg for relief. And | might 


just remember all your stubbornness when that time comes. Lie on your back." 


Jon held Richie's eye as he laid down, smiling defiantly, his eyes narrowed in a look so smoldering Richie's 
mouth actually started watering. Hit with the sudden urge to just flip Jon over and fuck his brains out, Richie 
realized that Jon was caving already. His fortitude was dwindling, so he was employing a new tactic: whittle 
away at Richie's determination under the guise of arrogance. Richie fucking his brains out (and for it to be 


Richie's idea) was exactly what Jon wanted. 


Nice try, Richie thought. /m not biting 


But wouldn't it be deliciously evil to pretend? 


Richie allowed his eyes to widen just a little, as though he was drinking in the sight of Jon, which he was, 
really, so it wasn't that much of a stretch. He leaned down and ran the tip of his tongue up the side of Jon's 


neck, tasting the saltiness of his sweat, and nipped at his earlobe. "You know, what | really want to do is just 
get inside you right now," he purred. 


‘Oh really?" Jon said. 
"Mm hm" Richie kissed down Jon's neck, down his chest, flicked the tip of his tongue lightly over his nipples. 


Jon's back arched again, and this time he put his hands on Richie's head, encouraging him to stay where he 


was. "Then why don't you?" 


Richie unfastened Jon's pants so slowly he thought Jon might spontaneously combust. He pulled down the 
waistband of the underwear beneath, just an inch or so, and kissed the ridiculously hot skin there. "Because 
that's what you want me to do. And | don't break that easily. And we've still got--" he glanced at the clock on 
the wall, "--an hour and forty-five minutes to go." 


Jon gave a disbelieving laugh. "Fine," he said. "Fine. What now?" 


Richie clicked his tongue disapprovingly. "Patience, patience. What happened to that cocky, ‘bring it on, 
motherfucker’ son of a bitch from a few minutes ago?" 


Jon didn't answer, but gave Richie a furious look that almost burnt holes in his body. Under normal 
circumstances, a look like that would have sent Richie skipping town. But these weren't normal circumstances. 


So Richie smiled in response. And put his hand on Jon's crotch. 


"But since you asked," he said, "I'd have to say that you're seeming a bit swollen right here. | think a cold 


shower might be in order." 
Jon shook his head and stomped toward the bathroom. "Prick," he said over his shoulder, and slammed the 
bathroom door behind him. Richie grinned to himself. He loved the way Jon was such an alpha-male in the 


public eye, but could run the gamut between alpha-male and total girl behind closed doors. 


"Lighten up," Richie said, following him. "You only have an hour and forty-four minutes to go now." 


But | give you ten more minutes before youre begging, he thought. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
Very slight dubcon in this one. 


The bathroom seemed to be carved from one solid block of sumptuous black marble. The shiny deep blackness, 


broken by feathery veins of brightest white, gave the place a feeling of being in space. Of complete anonymity. 


Jon had his back turned, facing the giant jacuzzi tub, his arms crossed in front of him. Richie devoured him 
with his eyes. There was no denying the man was sublime, even when he was mad. Maybe even more so when 
he was mad. And when he was in the throes of physical pleasure. Those were the two times when he was at 


his most honest. Richie didn't think he had ever seen a more genuine version of Jon than he was seeing now. 


He thought of Jon's comment about being in charge. n't that the way you like it? Richie had never heard him 
say anything like that before, a veritable admission of his need to be in control of everyone and everything, 
and how Richie reinforced that status quo. It was meant to piss Richie off, and Richie had behaved accordingly, 
but it didn't really make him that mad. It was just brutal honesty. Jon was in charge, its just the way it was. 


Most of the time. 


From the very first time they'd even kissed, it was clear that Jon wanted Richie to be the dominant sexual 
partner. There were a few moments, here and there, when he got off on being in control, but they were the 
exception. Mostly, he just wanted to surrender to Richie, and the harder his day was, the more he had to be 
in control that day, the more he wanted Richie to call the sexual shots. 


Richie was, of course, more than happy to oblige. And he'd done almost everything to Jon in the few short 
weeks they'd been intimate. Almost everything. There was still that one small thing he'd tried to do one 
morning when they were feeling particularly tender, and Jon had resisted. Said he wasn't ready for it, and 


might never be. 


‘Don't you know how beautiful you are? How much | want to know everything about you?" 
"I just can't. Its too much" 
Richie approached Jon from behind and put his arms around him, pinning up Jon's arms in his own. He could 


feel what was unmistakably Jon trying not to melt into the embrace. Richie buried his face in his neck. "Ready, 
darling?" 


He was only half-joking, but Jon took it as sarcasm. "You really are an asshole." 
"| don't have to be. You know what | want." 

‘| will not beg you, Sambora." 

‘In you go, then." 


The jacuzzi tub was actually a spa shower and tub in one giant corner unit. There was a shower head at each 
end, and one huge one in the middle, along with multiple jets lining the two inside walls. The tub itself was lined 
with jets, had a built-in bench, and could have easily accommodated three or four people. Richie wasn't sure 
who could possibly need such a complicated shower just to clean themselves-- he had a feeling a set-up like 


that came in a lot handier for dirtiness. It definitely would tonight, anyway. 

Jon was unzipping his pants when Richie put a hand on his. "Nope," he said. "Just your shoes off" 
"You want me in the shower with my pants on? They'll get ruined" 

"| know." 


Heaving a huge sigh, Jon bent over to take off his shoes, and Richie stepped back to admire the view. Of 
course the man's ass was perfect, but Richie's eyes were drawn to the shoulder blades that flexed as he 
moved, the spine that curved gracefully down to where the leather waistband gaped a little bit away from his 
tail bone. Richie wanted to run his palm up the delicious contours of that back, teasing up the fine blond hairs 
that appeared only when the light hit them just right. But before he could act on the thought, Jon had his 
shoes and socks removed and was opening the glass shower door. He stepped inside the tub and turned around 


to face Richie, crossing his arms again. 
"Well?" he demanded. 


If Richie had ever intended to actually turn cold water on Jon, he didn't anymore. He wanted to win the stand- 
off, but he also just wanted it to be over. The evil act was getting harder by the moment to sustain, and 
Richie reminded himself that it would only be a few more minutes before Jon would give in He knew it like he 


knew the sun would come up in the morning. He knew it like he knew the color of every fleck in Jon's eyes. 

He pulled his own shirt off over his head, tossing it on the floor, then started removing his shoes. Jon watched 
him intently, his gaze raking over every exposed inch of the other man's body. Richie had never considered his 
own body very noteworthy but, for some reason, Jon was always ravenous for it. So even though it still felt a 
little weird to him, Richie was learning to show it off a little. 


"You're getting in with me?" Jon asked, failing to disguise the hopeful note in his voice. 


Richie unbuttoned, unzipped his pants so slowly it threatened to kill him. "Do you want me to?" he asked. 


Jon's face brightened for a split second, as though that was exactly what he wanted, but he caught himself. 
"Do whatever you want," he said, diverting his eyes. But as Richie slid his pants and underwear all the way off 


and kicked them aside, he noticed Jon was unable to keep his gaze from flickering back to him. 


Richie stepped into the tub and closed the door behind him. Then he crushed Jon against the wall with the full 
length of his body, kissing him on the mouth so roughly that Jon groaned with pleasure before he 
remembered to be pissed. He bit Richie on the lip. 


"Ow!" Richie said, unintentionally laughing, which pissed Jon off even more. 


"Can we just get on with it?" Jon said, his eyes narrowed viciously. "My balls are three shades of blue as it is, 
I'm ready for them to get gangrene and just fall off already." 


"| could fix that for you," Richie said, turning on the water and punching buttons in the digital panel to adjust 
the temperature (comfortably warm) and the effect of the spray (rain shower). "And it would be so good," he 
continued, popping open the cap of a bottle of body wash and drizzling it over Jon's upper body. 


Jon's lips pinched together as he attempted to maintain his evil stare. Richie filled his hands with water and 
then slid them across Jon's shoulders, down his chest, his stomach, raising a slippery white lather everywhere 


he touched. "All you have to do is say, ‘I'm sorry, Rich. | was a bad boy--" 


He let his hands slip below the horizon of Jon's waterlogged pants, sliding the body wash down his bare hips. 
"All you have to say is, ‘I've been a dirty boy, Richie, please clean me up-~"." 


Jon squeezed his eyes shut, breathing hard through his nose. 


T minus 2 minutes.. 


"Turn around and get on your knees," Richie said, and Jon complied almost before Richie was even done talking. 
He braced his hands against the wall, his body pitching with his ragged breathing. Richie knelt behind him and 
slid his pants and underwear down his thighs. Despite the heat of the water, Jon was shivering and covered in 
goosebumps again, frothy rivulets streaming down his slightly arched back and over his ass. 


Richie hoped to god he could get the man to break within the minute, or he was going to lose this face-off 


spectacularly. 
Taking a deep breath, he regrouped his thoughts for one last offensive. 


Then he slid his hands around Jon's chest, pressing their bodies together. Jon whimpered as Richie fingered his 
ripples, lightly at first, and then deeper, the fluffy lather lubricating his touch. It was one of Jon's hottest 


buttons, and one that Richie loved to take advantage of. One night, when he had been particularly fascinated by 
it, he had played with them for a half hour straight, and Jon had very nearly climaxed from it with no other 
stimulation involved. Richie was convinced that Jon would be able to accomplish the feat as soon as he let go 


of the concern that Richie's fingers were going to get tired at any moment. 


The fact that a guitarist's fingers never get tired apparently hadn't occurred to him. It was an attribute that 
had served Richie well in his sex life, and was most likely one of the things that had earned him the popular 
conjecture that he really knew how to please women But Richie never understood the hype; it wasn't an art 


form, it just felt good when the other person was completely satisfied. Five or ten times. 


Sliding one hand down over the muscled plane of stomach, Richie stroked Jon's impossibly hard cock, just once, 
drawing a frustrated hiss from the other man. It was torture to pull his hand away, but he knew at this point 
that if he gave just a few more strokes, it would be over. He waited a few seconds, caressing Jon's body all 
over, before he went back and rubbed his cock again. Jon pushed into the touch, and this time when Richie 
pulled his hand away, Jon gave a strangled little "No--" 


T minus one minute and counting. 


"No?" Richie said, moving his hand around back, where he stroked a single fingertip between Jon's ass cheeks. 
He slipped the finger all the way inside and Jon moaned in appreciation, but just as quickly, Richie pulled out. 


"No-- Dammit--" 


Jon's shivering had turned into full-blown tremors and his head was hanging between his arms. Richie dipped 
two fingers inside him, pulling in and out, but keeping the pressure off of where it was needed. Jon raised up 
higher, trying to get Richie's fingers to press harder where he wanted them, but Richie was one step ahead, 


raising up in tandem, denying relief. 

And the dam finally broke. 

"l'm sorry!" Jon cried out, and Richie immediately withdrew his fingers to lube up his own cock. Jon's voice was 
hoarse with unshed tears. "I shouldn't have done it! It was a terrible thing to do to you-- This is horrible, l'm 


so sorry!" 


Richie smiled as much with relief as with satisfaction (and because this was even cuter than he imagined it 


would be). "Apology accepted,” he said. "Now what?" 
"Just do me, Rich, please. Just fuck me. Please. | can't take it anymore. Please. Please 


Richie pushed himself all the way into Jon in one quick motion, and Jon doubled over as all the strength left his 
body. His hands were still on the wall, but his elbows wobbled, so Richie put an arm up under his, supporting 


him, putting his own palm against the wall between Jon's. Jon slid his hand over top of Richie's, entwining their 
fingers, and Richie put his other hand flat against Jon's stomach, bracing him as he rolled his hips against him. 


"Yes.. yes.. yes.. please don't stop, please don't stop," Jon groaned, as though each word was a talisman against 


the possibility of this being just another phase of the big tease. "Please don't-- stop.. ah! Please.. don't--" 
Richie leaned close to his ear. "I'm not gonna stop, baby. Relax and enjoy it” 


He pulled out partway, and readjusted the angle of his hips so that the head of his cock would push into Jon's 


sweet spot, and he was rewarded with a wail and a fresh round of shudders. 

One stroke. Two. Three strokes, and Jon tipped over the edge. Richie's hand flew up to Jon's chest to hold him 
upright as the strength was again ripped from him. Jon's entire body convulsed and he cried out over and 
over again as Richie continued to move against him, until he finally slumped forward, dropping his head in his 


arms on the edge of the tub. His back heaved as he gasped for air. 


Richie pulled out of him and kissed him once on the back of the head. "Finish getting a shower," he said, and got 


up to leave. 
"Where are you going?" Jon croaked. 
"To the guest bathroom to get a shower." 


"What about--" 


"| already got what | wanted," Richie said, and walked out. 


Chapter Four 


The statement was more about effect than honesty because as soon as Richie got into the guest bathroom's 
shower he finished himself off in record time. Leaning against the wall, catching his breath, his legs trembling 
dangerously, he thought to himself that he was probably fourteen years old the last time he'd come so 


quickly. 


After making sure his legs were going to support him for the time it would take to get a shower, Richie 
turned the water on He let the spray hit him in the face and pound into his body for what felt like hours. He 
had to hand it to Jon. The stubborn ass had held out way longer than Richie had ever anticipated. Mind over 
matter, to the nth degree. It was one of the things that made Jon so difficult. It was also one of the things 
Richie loved about him. When it came to Jon, difficult and endearing went hand in hand. Not many people were 


patient enough to handle that for extended periods of time. Richie had relished it for years. 


He put his head under the water, letting it soak his hair. Jon didn't like to lose or to be proven wrong or to 
give in. It was a personality trait he'd developed early on, necessary to navigate his way through the cutthroat 
music world with his integrity intact. Richie had often thought that he never would have been able to make it 
in this business if he hadn't had Jon to lead the way, cutting a path. Mentally, he was one of the hardest 
people Richie had ever met, so it was likely one of two things would happen now: either Jon would hold a 
grudge about tonight for the next week, or he would never mention it again and pretend like it never happened. 


Richie hoped for the grudge. 


After spending another infinity letting the water erase the stress of the day from his muscles, Richie finally 
got to the business of showering. 


Afterwards, he wrapped himself in a towel and made his way back to the master bedroom. Jon was lying on 
the bed, facing away, curled up slightly and bundled in a bathrobe. His wet head and criss-crossed bare feet 
were the only things Richie could see from this angle. He couldn't tell whether Jon was sleeping, or sulking, or 


just waiting. 
Crossing to the bed on legs that were grateful to be so close to relief, Richie laid down behind Jon, spooning 


him, and put an arm around his middle. Jon was definitely not sleeping, as his breathing wasn't deep or slow 


enough, but he also wasn't acknowledging Richie's presence. 
Sulking, Richie thought. 


He tightened his arm protectively anyway, sliding his hand inside the robe to rub Jon's chest. They lay like that 


in silence for several minutes, before Jon finally said, "I'm going to tell the guys about us in the morning.” 


At first, Richie wasn't sure he heard right, so he let the statement bounce around in his head for a minute 


before he responded. "Is that what you really want to do?" 
"I have no choice. | can't stand to stay in separate rooms anymore.” 
"You think they'll freak?" 


"| don't know. But there's not going to be a better time. We have tomorrow off, so it'll give us all time to talk 
it out." 


It was typical Jon, trying to balance every personality, every ego involved, sorting through the messes until he 
could figure out the best possible thing to do for all involved. It was never more obvious to Richie than at 
that moment that none of them gave him enough credit for the tightrope he walked every single day. 

Richie propped himself up on his elbow and kissed the spot right below Jon's ear, untying the sash of the 
bathrobe and sliding his hand over the side of Jon's body. When he rubbed over Jon's butt, Jon gasped softly, 
and Richie's heart sank a little. He pulled back the side of the robe and pushed Jon slightly forward so the light 
would catch him right. Two reddish welts accented his backside. 


"I'm so sorry," Richie said, feeling close to tears. "| didn't realize--" 


Jon rolled over to look at him. "It's all right. | could have left anytime, but | didn't want to." Then he smiled. 
"Just like you said, you bastard." 


Richie grazed his hand over Jon's hip and thigh thoughtfully, and within moments Jon was semi-hard again. 
"There's just one thing," Jon said, watching Richie's hand move over him. 

"What's that?" 

"You're gonna have to marry me now. It only seems proper, since we've officially tried just about everything.’ 
"Not everything," Richie said, without thinking. He knew Jon was only making a joke, but he couldn't help himself. 
Jon's smile faded, his eyes slightly pained. "Yeah, | guess not," he mumbled. 


Richie touched his cheek "I'll take good care of you, | promise. If you don't like it, I'll stop and I'll never bring it 


up again.” 
"I just don't know why you would-- want to." 
"For the same reasons you've done it to me," Richie said softly. "| haven't forgotten, you know." 


Jon swallowed hard, and Richie moved in for a slow kiss. He ran his tongue over Jon's, tasting every bit of his 


lover's mouth he could reach. Pushing the sides of the bathrobe down, he caressed Jon's body, brushing his 
fingers over those super-sensitive little nipples. Jon sighed faintly into his mouth, and Richie knew it was time. 


"Flip over," he whispered. 


Jon wiggled out of the confines of the robe, and pushed himself up until he was half-sitting, but then 
hesitated. Richie nodded his encouragement. "Go on, it's all right" 


His lips parted slightly, eyes wide, Jon nodded and flipped over onto his stomach. His palms were flat on the bed 
by his shoulders, his elbows in the air, as though poised to jump back up. Richie straddled his thighs and 
slipped his hands, palms up, under Jon's hands. "It's all right," he said again, guiding Jon's hands out from 
underneath him. Jon clenched his fingers into the blankets. 


Richie sat back and massaged the other man's shoulders deeply. The tension there was off the charts, and 
Richie made a mental note to do this more often, even when they weren't in a romantic situation As soon as 
the muscles started to loosen up, he moved down slowly, working the stress from every inch of Jon's back. 
When he got to his waist, he slid his hands back up and laid forward so his chin was on Jon's shoulder. 


"You know | love you, right?" 

"| know. | love you, too. 

Richie pushed Jon's hair up off the back of his neck and kissed him there. "I'm sorry about tonight 

"Im not" 

Brushing his lips over Jon's ear and temple, Richie said, "Good" With that, he sat back and ran his hands down 
Jor's body. When he got to the welts, he used his knuckles to barely touch skin to aching skin. He didn't deem 


his calloused fingertips gentle enough for the purpose. Then he crawled down far enough that he could press a 
soft kiss against Jon's tail bone. 


Jon made a small noise, but didn't resist, so Richie touched his lips to the lash marks. The skin was warm 
compared to the unaffected areas and Richie felt another pang of guilt. He loved Jon more than life itself, and 
truly hadn't meant to leave any marks, physical or otherwise. He cupped the halves of Jon's pretty little butt 
in his hands and dipped his tongue in between. 


Jon gasped, but still didn't resist. After a few moments, Richie noticed Jon bringing his knees up under him a 
little, raising his hips off the bed. He realized he must be getting hard and having a difficult time lying flat. 


"Over," Richie said, urging Jon onto his back. Then he pushed Jon's legs up, planting hungry kisses down the 
lengths of his inner thighs before propping his feet on his shoulders and resuming his exploration Jon squirmed 


a little at the sensation, his toes curling against Richie's back. 


"Rich" 


The tone of his voice was as good as a full explanation of what he needed. So Richie moved up and took his 
fully hardened cock into his mouth. Jon moaned and arched up against him, then, after a few seconds, groped 
for position as he flipped himself around and took Richie into his mouth. A bolt of pleasure like he couldn't 
remember ever experiencing before tore through Richie's body and he groaned against Jon's cock, which 


caused Jon to groan, too, in appreciation. 


It only took a few moments for Jon to come, and Richie followed a few seconds after. They rolled apart, 


sprawled on their backs, trying to catch their breath. 


"Now | think marriage is in order," Richie said, and Jon laughed. 


When Richie woke the next morning, the first thing he did was throw an arm out to find Jon's side of the bed 
empty. Rubbing his eyes, he sat up and looked around. The clock said it was 10:30, and there was no sign of Jon 
For a moment, Richie thought he might have dreamed the night before, but his gaze settled on a note laying 


on the nightstand. Picking it up, Richie read, in Jon's angular scrawl: 


Went to talk to the boys Thought it might be better if | did it alone. Will call you soon | love you 


Richie tossed the note down and scooted to the edge of the bed, stretching his arms over his head. He didn't 
know how long Jon had been gone, but he figured there was a good chance the news had already been broken 
He knew Jon had chosen to go by himself so it wouldn't devolve into an us-against-them thing and, as usual, 


he had shown great judgment. 


Standing and walking to the bathroom, Richie felt as though a boulder had been lifted off his shoulders. Tonight 
he would get to hold Jon all night long without fear of discovery. He wasn't naive enough to think the transition 
would be completely drama-free, but at least the wheels were in motion. And then another thought occurred 
to him and he wondered how much of a surprise it actually would be for the others. Maybe they had sensed 
it all along. Perhaps even before Jon and Richie had. 


Richie flicked the lights on in the bathroom and laughed to himself. The soaked and ruined leather pants were 
still laying in a heap in the tub. It wasn't like Jon to ignore a mess; he must have been really rocked last night 


to have not even bothered to touch them. 


And this morning.. well, this morning, Richie imagined he'd left them there as a message: 
You started this mess, you finish it 
It sounded like Jon. If it was possible, Richie loved him just a little bit more in that moment, and as he gazed at 


the pants, he thought he might see about buying Jon an identical replacement pair. 


Just to make amends, of course. 


END 


